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THE FLINTSTONES 


WHAT ARE YOU 
Hi,HOMER,HOWS) LOOKING SO 
& 


WELL. (T USUALLY 
oe: 


iT Us 
Le SF HURT... 


$e eS HE HOW. 717 YOU 
Hi WILMA... IONE EVER SOLE 
SEE FRE? GONG MUCH THE FROBLEMT 


WHEN THE RIGHT 
MAAN COMES ALONG, 
SHE WANTS: 

BE READY 


HEY, BARNEY! THESE 
HARRY STONE 
WITH HS PET 


Corzine 
Honea tartere THE FLINTSTONES 


BiG BURG B BUGABOO 


WOW; LOOK, FRED... 
THE AIR-MAIL BIRD 
POPPED HIS BUBBLE 


BIG DEAL! THAT'S 
THE MOST EXCITING 
THING THAT EVER 
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“YOURE GLAD XY TM GLAD TOHEAR | [ SHOPPING, HOUSEEERING... EVEN 
CAUSE ZM =) IT, BECAUSE ZI MY CARD CLUS BORES ME! 
BoreD? A’ BORED TOO! 


WE'VE ALL GOT \ CURE SHOULD 
THE S4ME \WoRK FOR LET'S MOVE TO THE BIG 
OF \. CITY... MOCKOPOLISS 


—) 


DIVISION OF THE ROCK LEADING EXCITING LIVES 
BUSINESS: RIGHT AWAY! 


—_— ’ ay 


WOW! WHAT A 
VIEW HERE FROM 
THE 207 FLOOR 


STACKED STONER"s, 


S\ (Aen. eis A 
GGO-GOO! Fy 
bax 


af THERE IT1S...MY NEW JOB IS 

DOWNSTAIRS \S CONSTRUCTION WORKER ON A 
TMS ESIRG ins THE on NEW SKYSCRAPER: 
city. —— : 


GLAD TO MEET YOU, 

FLINTSTONE! HAVE 

A HELMET AND GO 
UP WITH CHIP! 


VY ey! 


W-WE~WE'RE 


"MON ... C'MON... THIS 1S 
WHERE WE GET OFF! 


I J-JusT FEEL LIKE 4 MEANWHILE, AT THE 
HOLDING ON WITH EVERY xe FASHION SHOW... 
HOLOER I'VE GOT! SES ; eae 


Look AT THE MODELS IN THE 
PRETTY DRESSES, PEBBLES! 


A PIERRE OF PocPoRT 
ORIGINAL... PRICE $275! 


a: 


PEBBLES! OH, DEA NEXT, A STUNNINGLY-DIFFERENT 
bh SHE'S CRAWLED OFF! J. COSTUME FOR ANY OCCASION . 


Wi 4 ke 
ca 
IT's 
- 


erik) 


LOOKS LiKE * 
& SOUTHERN 


OOOH! ITVS 
DIFFERENT! 


OH, L DON'T KNOW! 
I MADE IT MYSELF! 


YOU'RE STOPPING TRAFFIC 


AT THE WORLD'S LARGEST 


INTERSECTION! 


Ywalt, LACES... 
TH 


HS \ 
ISN'T ONE OF THE 
IODELS! d 


TLL BE BACK...I'VE GOT 
TO FIND PEBBLES FIRST! 


STUNNING! SIMPLY 
STUNNING! 


PEBBLES 
FLINTSTONE!! 
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A SIZZLE-SAURUS CAME UP THROUGH )eimel” 
A STORM DRAIN! ALA 3 


= s 
C'MON, FLINTSTONE ... 
A SAURUS COMING A MILE STAND UP LIKE A MANS 
AWAY! WE DON'T HAVE STORM. 
ORAINS FOR THEM TO 
SNEA/ THROUGH} 


POSE FOR THE 
PRESS, CHUM! 


Ano In THE 
APARTMENT. 


P REALLY? HOW FLATTERING! 
ER..BUT I'M REALLY 
NOT INTERESTED! 


| / WHATS ALL. Saat 
war acour? 


- CHINAWARE, FOOEY! SOMEBODY 
\ CATCH OUR AR4R7MENTS 


Y HEY... OUR SoHE Sire 
NOW. THE 
TOWERS! 
a re) )) 
ME, TOO! IN 
FACT, L WANT 
TO MOVE IN 
ONLY OVE 
DIRECTION 
NOW... f 
4 : 


F 

DON' 
TO 
TH. 
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GOOD OLD 
BEDROCK WHI 
THE GREATEST 
EXCITEMENT IS 
BUBBLE- BOOM 


FROM 
AIR-MAIL BIROE 


THENMUSICAL MISS 


1T DOES YOUR HEART + . 
GOOD TO SEE LI'L ORPHAN IT DOES 
OPAL EARN HER OWN YOUR 44RS 
LIVING "THIS WAY! 


PLAYS LIKE A SIX YEAR'S PRACTICE 
MAESTROL CAN DO AS WELL! 


HEY... C!MON, GANG... SOMETHING'S 
WRONG WITH LI'L ORPHAN OPAL! 


Bo0-HOO- 
HOO! 


WITHOUT HER. 
TUNE-A- SAURUS 
SHE CAN'T EARN 

\ A LUVING! 


re: Whee 


atts 
AD \/_ WOE TOTHE TILL TAKE 
Our, TUNE A-SAURUS ‘ THE LOW 


> SWIPER! 


TILL LEAP OUT ON THE THIEF AS HE 
am COMES AROUND THE CORNER! 
Music! 


HEY! WATCH IT, SONNY..~ 
THAT'S NO WAY TO STOP 
AN ICE CREAM WAGON! 


IT'S _SO ROCKY THAT THERE 
ARE NO FOOTPRINTS SAURUS THAT CAN TRACK 
TO FOLLOW: _ DOWN ANYTHING! 


EX 


HOLD ON, FELLAS...HE'S A ZOOMER 
ONCE HE GETS ON A SCENT! 


TIGHTEN YOUR GRIP... THE 
TERRAIN GETS A BIT MORE 
DIFFICULT UP AHEAD: 


OPAL |S 


TUNE ~A- SAURUS 
CONDUCTOR: 


WELL, ILL BE BASHED! | 
THERE /S WO THIEF S 


OPALIS TUNE-A-SAURUS JUST WENT OFF 
TO HATCH SOME EGGS! 


WE'VE BEEN INVITED 
TO PLAY AT 
ROCKNOCKIE HALL! 


Sandy and Sally Stone were shocked when 
they came home from school and found 
Great-aunt Elvira Gravel moaning on the sofa. 
"Rrevyou sick?" Sandy asked. * 

“Does something hurt?” Sally ventured. 
Great-aunt Elvira moaned louder, 
“Indeed something does,” she sald. “My 
pocketbook hurts, that's what!” 

Sally and Sandy stared. They knew that 
Great-aunt Elvira's pocketbook was a most 
precious part of her being, but they had not 
realized that it ever felt pain. 

“That wretch of a real estate agent has 
tuined me,” Great-aunt Elvira explained. "He 
got me to sign a five-year lease on one of the 
new caves at Sunset Cliffs. I paid in advance. 
Now I can't live there!” 

"Why not?" Sandy said practically. 

“It's haunted! Great-aunt Elvira an- 
nounced. “A terrible, tortured spirit — an 
invisible thing makes strange noises in the 
night. I can't stand it! That man had no right 
fo rent a haunted cave.” 

Leaving their aunt to her lamentations, 
Sandy and Sally quietly stole out. 

“Do you believe in ghosts?” Sandy asked. 

"N.,.No, But I believe in Great-aunt 
Elvira. She doesn't make things up." 

Sandy nodded. “I believe in her, too. Let's 
ghostbreak her cave. You with me?” 

Timidly, Sally agreed. 

“We'll need a quart of milk,” Sandy said. 
"TN get it.” 

In moments, the kids were hurrying toward 
the new real estate development on Sunset 
Cliffs, It all looked peaceful and ordinary 
enough when they reached Great-aunt 
Elvira's cave. Geraniums lined the walk. Neat 
shutters framed the windows. Inside, all was 
in order. Nevertheless, Sally found herself 
suddenly shivering, 

The kids searched the cave. Nothing there! 
Then Sandy poured some milk into.a dish 
and set it on the floor, He closed the shut- 
ters. The room was plunged in gloom. 


“Now we'll wait,” Sandy whispered softly. 
"Why milk?” Sally questioned. “Ghosts 
don't drink milk.” 

“Maybe this one does,” Sandy replied. * 

The kids waited. Time passed. The room 
grew darker as the sun went down. It was 
almost night when they heard it—a faint, 
spine-chilling, throaty sound! 

Sally clutched at Sandy’s hand and found 
it hot and damp. “Sbh!" Sandy hissed. 

A few more minutes passed. There was 
another sound —a scrabbling near the fire- 
place. Before the kids’ startled eyes a dim 
form materialized and made its cautious way 
across the room to the milk. 

“Khal" Sandy cried and struck a light. 

"Oh nol’’ Sally laughed out loud. 

Great-aunt Elvira laughed, too, when the 
kids took the “ghost home and showed it 
to her. She was a little embarrassed, but she 
laughed. 

“A baby tiger cat," she exclaimed. "And 
T thought it was a haunt.” 

“It's been living in your chimney the 
whole time,” Sandy explained. "It probably 
crawled out the top of the chimney at night 
to hunt. We lured it info the apartment with 
some milk.” 

“But Sandy —how did you guess?” 

“Tt figures," he said, “Practically no cave 
is brandnew —and with the housing short- 
age, something or somebody has been living. 
in almost every hole in any hill. The real 
estate man evicted the cat family to make 
room for you— but he missed one member.” 

Great-aunt Elvira picked up the kitten and 
started out the door, 3 

“What are you going to do with the cat?” 
Sally asked. Give it to the zoo?" 

"I'm taking it home. I'll take care of the 
poor little thing. After all, it was in the apart- 
ment before I was!" 

So, back straight, head high, Great-aunt 
Elvira. marched off with the little ghost of 
Sunset Cliffs nestled cozily in her arms. 


Tue Funtsvones FRIGHTY NIGHT 


ss THERE GOES 
MY TRAP! 


GRAB A WEAPON! &é: DON'T HEAR THE VARMINT 
WE'VE CAUGHT THE MIDNIGHT KICKING OR GROANING 
FOOD FILCHER:. fj 


(AND THE ROAST 
BAIT |S GOWE! 


PEBBI 
2 


0 


a IF ANY CRITTER HAS SHE vera faites 
TOUCHED A HAIR ON HER a BE HARM! 


d WHY, LOOK, FRED ... A NEW BABY TOOTH I'LL GIVE HER A BOTTLE 
HAS COME THROUGH IN FRONT! AND ROCK HER AWHILE! 


M HEY... SHE ONLY NEEDS 
ONE MORE TO FILLUP 
THE FRONT ROW! _A 


Sores A- Bye BABY... 
ot Won't HURT... 


age 


Y ERED! WHAT ARE Vy | EMPTY! YET PEBBLES 
YOU/_ DOING WITH S- SOMEBODY | WA DRANK ONLY ALF OF IT! 
K FHE BOTTLE?! BDERE! = 


THIS 15 A PROFESS/ONAL-TYPE 
MYSTERY! I'M CALLING IN AN 
EXPERTS 


THE SCENE 


Ano QUICK AS PERRY GUNNITE, THE 2920 
LIGHTNING... PRIVATE-EYE IS HERE! DON'T 
ANYONE LEAVE 
, OF THE GRIM CRIME! 


V&A LITTLE FINGERPRINT 
MAY REVEAL TELLTALE PRINTS 


ON SOMETHING: 


Wé/- WHAT? NOBODY'S 
HERE... AND tenes 
NO ESCAPE ROUTE! 


WITH _ALL. BUT ONE FRONT TOOTH 
GROWN-IN SHE WHISTLES 
THROUGH THE GAPI 


hed 


ws [T SOMETIMES HELPS Wm 
ME TO NIBBLE WHILE 
I THINK... 


iD 
eT 


I CAN ONLY CATCH FLESH-AND~ 
‘S! I ADVISE YOU 
OF THAT 


BS SCREEC HL 
i : 


=a "ee 


et 


Y-Y-Y\ THE APPLE 
VANISHED RIGHT 
OUT OF MY HAND! 


IERE'’S WHAT'S 
IT IN THIS VASE! 


Y-YOU'RE FIRED, ‘YOU 
PRIVATE- SISSY-Ey! 


GROAN! £ \isee a . FRED! LOOK AT 
WHATILL WE ee THE CUTE LITTLE 
po SAURUS BY PEBBLES! 


SAY-Y... MAYBE WE CALLED iN 
x THE WRONG KIND OF EXPERT! 
IT 
SPLIT SECOND 
AG i 


YES ...YES! THAT'S +: AND THERE HE IS! UNLESS HE 
JUST THE RIGHT PITCH STOPS HE TRAVELS 700 £4457 TO BE 
FOR CALLING A SEEN! NEEDS ALOT OF FYVEL TO 

2/IPPY-SAURUS... KEEP GOING, TOO: 


UNTIL. PESBLES. GROWS A 
CENTER TOOTH WE'VE JUST 
GOT_A ZIPPY PET, 
THAT'S ALL! 


VERY TIME GRANDPA 
COMES TO VISIT HE 
BRINGS A PET FOR 
PEBBLES... 


Burt sooner or |/ ABBA-DABBA \/JSIGH!< IT QUICKLY GREW UPTO 
LATER THEY ALL BOO -HOO-Hoo! BE A SAURUS-LONG-LEGS!S 
GO THE WAY OF 

ALL BEASTS... 


EN LITTLE fF 
BIRDIES HAD A fj 
WAY OF ELYING] 

THE cr > 


DON'T CRY, 
PEBBLES... f1LL. 
DPA 


OON'T TELL. YES! IT TOOK YSiGH!< ALL RIGHT? 
17S CAGE 


ME PEBBLES’ TELL PEBBLES 


BIRDIE 
TOOK OFF? 


( PEBBLES, HONEY...PLEASE DON'TY IT'S BEEN 
PACE THE FLOOR LIKE THAT! _,) souRS Now! 


DLL GIVE +s AND HE'S NOT. 
HIM ANOTHER EVEN IN SIGHT ON 
RING ... > | ROCKY RIDGE YET! 


CINON... LET'S 

DRIVE OVER TO 

HIS GOURD FARM 
IN MESA 


HMM... THERE'S HIS PLOW-A- SAURUS - 
RIGHT WHERE HE LEFT IT: eee 


—. WHEN HE ANSWERED § 
MY FIRST PHONE CALL} 


SEEMS ’ 3 

DESERTED, 

ALL RIGHT! ¢ ome 
STONE 
HOME} 


HE WAS ROBBED... yt DEQUCE HE TOOK \ 
SEE HIS BUSTED DEDUCTION, A THE MONEY HIMSELF TO 
SAURUS BANK, DEAR BuY A PET: 


HUSBAND! = 
b : ; 
ple 5 (i 


MESA VALLEY \ 


PET SHOP 
NEXT STOP: 


- YEAH, GRAMPS WAS HERE, BUT HE THREW A FIT AT MY A&cES./ 
" \ 7 
“y 


THE FE7S,/ 


V, 


LEFT HERE AT 
NOON HEADIN! FoR 
ROARY CANYONS 


GRAMPS SAID HE WAS 
GOING TO CATCH HIS OWN 
CRITTER FOR AREEY! 


IT'S ALMOST SLWSET NOW! GRANDPA'S 
< BEEN GONE FOR SIX HOURS! y 


OH, FRED... IM 
AFRAID FOR 
HIM. 


v 
THAT'S HIS BROKEN 
SAURUS SNARE IN 

THE ROAD WITH HIS 
GAUNTLET STILL 
CLUTCHING IT; 4 


Yy, 
UZ I'M TEMPTED \_,- 
fou SOMETHING. a ( E ee 
: or 4S fe) ia 
% 4 pe 2 f y 


GRANDPA'S. \ 


VY ver! 
FOOTPRINTS END. ..CULP!) AND 
BEASTLY PRINTS 
TAKE OVER: 


P-POOR GRANDPA: LEMME OUT oF HERE 


| { GRANDPA! 


IT'LL. TAKE A BETTER MAN THAN 
YOU, FRED AND WILMA, THIS VARMINT 
IS HANDY WITH HIS HANDS J 
> AND FEET BOTH! 


PEBBLES... MUSTN'T ¥ 
PLAY WITH FIRE! 


EEK! DON'T GO NEAR THE HERE-HERE...GIVE ME 
St Pt THAT TORCH BEFORE YOU 
gy HURT YOURSELF: 


CS 


SAY...HE'S THROWIN! ME \ 
Guz HOW COME? 


